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then, embracing the Abbe, said : ce Thank you,
friend. Thanks to you I shall not die like a pig."
Soon after, he was overtaken by fits of sufifocation
and the final agony began. There came a respite
on the fifteenth of October, when his friend, the
Countess Delphine Potocka, arrived from Nice.
This beautiful woman, who had once confessed
to the composer that life for her was one long dis-
sonance, was now needed to create one harmon-
ious moment before the full close. Chopin asked
her to sing. The piano was pushed to the thres-
hold of his room, and, although it was broken by
weeping, he heard the lovely voice again. We do
not know what was sung. But we can try to
imagine what the sound of singing meant to that
stricken figure who from the earliest years had
been a lord of melody.

Perhaps his life would have ended that day
but for that brief interlude. Something in him,
we may think, refused to die as long as music
could be touched. But the next day he was un-
able to speak and soon lost consciousness. When
he recovered, he was haunted by terrible fears
and made a sign that he wished to set down a
message. They brought him paper and a pencil,
and he wrote : " As this cough will choke me,
I implore you to have my body opened so that I
may not be buried alive." Later in the day his
voice weakly returned and he spoke of his com-
positions, begging his friends to let no unfinished
work be published. Then to each of them he
bade farewell. During the night they all kept